TheHiflorkof 

fomelikingjl ft all be outofheart ftortly,& then I ftallham. 
ftrengthto repent. And I haue not forgotten whattheinfiS 
a Church is made of, I am a Pepper corne, a brewers horfe I 
infidcofaChurch. Company, v lllanous company hath be ' 
thefpoyleofme, Mne 

Bar. Sir lohn, you arc fo fretfulljyou cannot liuelone 

Fa/. Why there is it; come, fing me a bawdy Song, make ms 

merry; I was as vertuouily giuen, as a Gentleman need to be e 
vertuous enough, fwore little*, dic’d not abouefeauentimesa 

weeke, went toBawdyhoufenotaboueonceinaquarterofan 

howije >, paidemoncy that I borrowed there or foure times, liued 
•well, and in good compare ; and now Iliuc out of all order, out 
of compa(Te», 

Bar, Why, you arefo fatte, Sir John, that you muftneedcsbe 
out of all compalTe: out of all reafonable compaife. Sir John. 

Fal. Doc thou amend thy face,& He amend my life ; thou art 
our Admirall,thou beareft the Lanterne in the Poope,but t’isin 
the N ofe of thee,thou art the K ingof the burning lampe. 

Bar. Why Sir John, my face does you no harme. 

Fa/. No, Hebe fworne, 1 make as good vie of it, « many* 
man doth of a Deaths head, ora memento mori. Ineuerfeethy 
face but I thinke vpon hell fire, and Dines that liued in Purple! 
for there he is in his Robes burning, burning. Ifthcuwertasy 
way giue to vertue, I would fwcare by thy face ; my oath fliould 
be,Bjt this fire, that sGods Angel: Butthou art altogether giue oucr; 
and wert indeed e, butfbrthel/ghtinthyface, theSunneofvt- 
ter darkened. When thou runftvp Gads-hill inthenight,to 
catch my Horfe, if I did not thinkethatthou hadft been an Iyfit 
fatmr , or a bal ofwild-fire there’s no purchafe in Money.O thou 
art a perpetuall Tryumph,and cuerlafting Bone-fire-light, thou 
haft faued meathoufand Markes in Linkes and Torches, walk* 
ing with thee in the night betwixt Tauerne& Taueme.-Butthe 
Saekethatthou haft drunkc me, would haue bought me lights 
as good cheapens the deareft Chandlers in Europe. I haue roain- 
fained that Salamander ©f yours, with fire, any time this two and 
shirtieyeares ; God reward me for it. 

Bar., Aloud, I would my face werein yourbelly. 

Fal, Godamcrcy,fo fhouldlbefure to be heart? bujud. 



Henry the Fourth. 

Huw now, dame Part let the Hen, haue you enquired 
vet who pickt my Pocket ? Enter hofi. 

Holt Why Sir John, what do you thinke, Sir Uhtildo you think 
1 keepetheeues in my houfe, 1 haue fearcht, I haue enquired, fo 
Lz my husband, man by man, boy by boy, feruantbyferuant .* 
the ti°ht of a hairc was neuer loft in my houfe before.' 

MYe lie Hoftefte, Bardol was ftau’d, and loft many a haire : 
and lie befworne my Pocketwas pickt : goeto, you arc a wo- 

m H^Who I. ? Idefiethee: Godslight, Iwasneuercaldfoin 
mine owne houfe before, 
fal. Goeto, I know you wellenough. 

Hof. No, Sir lohn, you doe not know me, Jar Iohn$ I know you 
S trlohn, you owe me money Sir lohn, & now you picke a quar- 
rell to beguile me of it; I bought you a dozen of Shirtcs to your 
backe. 

Fal. Doulas, filthy Doulas : I haue giuen them away to Bakers 
wiues, they haue made Boulters of them. 

tf«/Now as I am a true woman, Holland of viij.s. an ell : you 
owe money heerebefides, Sir Pehn , for yeur diet, and by drink- 
ings, andmony lent you,xxiiij. pound, 

Fal. He had his part of it, let him pay, 

Hof. He? alas he is poore, he hath nothing. 

Fal. How j poore? looke vpon his face; What call you rich? 
let them coinc hisNofc, let them coine his chcekes, lie not pay 
adenyer i what, will you make a younker of me ? ftalllnot take 
mine eafe in minelnne, but 1 ftail haue my pocket pickt ? l haue 
loft afeale Ring of my Grandfathers worth fortie maike. 

Hof. O left, 1 haue heard the Prince tell him, I know not how 
oft, that that Ring was Copper. 

Fal. How? the Prince is a Iacke, a fneak-cup ; Zbloud and bee 
were here,! would cudgel him like a Dog, if he would fay fo. 

Enter the Prince marching, and Falflaljfe meets him 
Playing onhisTrmehion like a Fife. 

Fal. How now Lad, is the wind in that dooreyfaith, 

Muft we all march ? 

Bar . Yea, two and two ; Newgate fafhion, 

Hof. My Lord, 1 pray you heare me , 
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